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O faireſt of Creation! laſt and beſt 
Of all God's Works! Creature, in whom excel! Ad 
I\hatever can to ſight or thought be form'd, 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or ſweet | 
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ſ R reigns Ambition in bold Man alone; | „ 
Fo Soft Female hearts the rude Invader if 
[ own. (8 
But, there indeed, it dcals in nicer 1 
[things N 
, 


Than routing Armies, ind dethron- | 
(ing Kings, 1. 


Attend, and you diſcern it in the Fair, 
Conduct a Finger, or reclaim a Hair; 
Or row] the lucid orbit of an Eye; 


Or in full joy elaborate a Sigh, 


The Sex we honour, tho' their faults we blame; 
Nay thank their faults for ſuch a fruitful Theme. 
| Atheme, fair! doubly kind to me, 


Since ſatyrizing choſe, is praifing r/.ce 
A 2 Who 
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Who wouldit not bear, too modeſtly refiu'd, 
A panegyrick of a groſſer kind, 


Britannia's Daughters, much more fair than nice, 


Too fond of Admiration, loſe their price; 

Worn ia the publick eye, give cheapdelight 

To throngs, and tarniſh to the ſated fight. 

As unreſerv'd, and beautcous as the Sun, 

Thro' every Sign of Vanity they run; 

Aſſemblies, Parks, coarſe feaſts in City-Halls, 
Lectures, and Tryals, Plays, Committees, Balls, 
Wells, Bedlams, Executions, Smithfield-Scenes, 
And Fortune-tellers caves, and Lyons dens, 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, drawing Rooms, 
Inſtalments, Pillories, Coronations, Tombs, 
Tumblers, and Funerals, Puppet-ſhews, Reviews, 
Sales, Races, Rabbets, (and ſtill ſtranger !) Pews, 


Clarinda's boſom burns, but burns for Fame; 
And love lyes vanquiſht in a nobler flame: 
Warm gleams of hope ſhe, now, diſpenſes; then 
Like April Suns dives into clouds agen. 
With all her luſtre, now, her lover warms 


Then, out of Ofenration hides her charms, 
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Tis, next, her pleaſure ſweetly to complain; 
And to be taken with a ſudden pain; 

Then, ſhe ſtarts up all ecſtaſie and bliſs, 

And is, ſweet Soul! juſt as ſincere in this. 

O how ſhe rovvls her charming eyes in Spight! 
And looks delightfully with all her might! 


Butlike our Heroes, much more brave, than wile, 
She conquers for the Triumph, not the Prize, 


' Zarareſcmbles Etna crown'd with Snows ; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows; 
Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with zcal inſpir d, 
From the vain converſe of the worldritir'd, 
She reads the Pſalms and Chapters for the day 
a Cleopatra, or the laſt new play, 

Thus gloomy Zara witha ſolemn grace 
Deceives Mankind, and hides behind ber face, 


Nor far beneath her in renown is ſhe 
Who thro' good-breeding is ill- company. 
Whoſe Manners Will not let her larum ceaſe, 


VV ho thinks you are unhappy, when at peace; 
To find you News Who racks her ſubtile head, 
And vos that her great Grandfather is dead, 
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Adearth of words a man need not fear, 

But tiꝭ a task indeed to learn to hear. 

In that the skill of converſation lyes, 

That ſhows, or males you both polite, and wile, 


Zantippe crys “ let Nymphs who nought can (ay, 
1 Be loſt in ſilence, and reſign the day: 
And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs 
« By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs,” 
Thro' Virtue /he refuſes to comply 
With all the dictates of Humanity; 
Thro' Wiſdom ſhe refuſes to ſubmit 
To Wiidom's rules, and raves to prove her wit; 
Then, her unblemiſht honour to maintain, 
Rejects her husband's kindneſs with diſdain, 
But if by chance an ill adapted word 
Drops trom the Lip of her unwary Lord, 
Her darling China in a whirlwind ſent 
Juſt intimates the Lady's diſcontent, 


Wine may indeed excite the meckeſt dame, 
But keen Zantippe ſcorning borrow'd flame 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 
Oer cooling gruel, and compoſing tea. 
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151 


Nor teſts by night, but more ſincere than nice, 

She ſhakes the curtains with her kind advice, 

Poubly like Eccho, ſound is her delight, 

And the laſt word is her eternal right. 

let not enough Plagues, Wars, and Famines riſe 

To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be wiſe ? 
Famine, Plague, War, and an unnumber d throng 

Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong 

What black, what ceaſeleſs cares beliege our ſtate ? 


What ſtroaks we feel from fancy, and from fate? 


If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow, ls | 

Wemake misfortune, Suicides in woe. "io 
Superfluous aid! unneceſſary skill! $ N 
Is Nature backward to torment, or kill? 1 | 

How oft the Noon, how oft the Midnight bell, 1 | 

(That iron tongue of death!) with ſolemn knell, [2 | 
Onfolly*serrands, as we vainly roam, ; 55 

Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from home 3 * 


Men drop fo faſt, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 
Few know ſo many friends aliveas dead. 

Tet, as immortal. in aur uphill chace 

We preſs coy fortune with unſlacken d pace; 


Joyn night to day, and ſunday to the week, 
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Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between ſatiety and fierce deſire. 
Now what reward for all this grief, and toil? 
But one; a female friend's endearing ſmile ; 
Atender ſmile, our ſorrow's only balm, 
And in life's tempeſt the {ad Sailor's calm, 

How have ſeen a gentle Nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, per ſwaſion in her eye; 
Victorious tenderneſs! it all o'ercame, 


Husband's look d mild, and Savages grew tame. 


The Sylvan race our active Nymphs purſue; 
Man is not all the game they have in view: 
In woods and fields their Glory they compleat, 
There Maſter Betty leaps a five-barr'd Gate; 
While fair Miſs Charles to Toilets is confin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barbarous ſun and wind. 
Some Nymphs affect a more heroick breed, 
And vault from Hunters to the manag'dSteed; 
Command his prancings with a Martial air, 
And Fobert has the forming ot the fair, 

More than one Steed muſt Delia's empire feel, 
Who fits triumphant o'er the flying wheel; 
And as ſhe guides it thro' the admiring throng ? 


With what an air ſhe ſmacks the ſounding thong ? 
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Graceful, as John, ſhe moderates the reins, 

And whiſtles ſweet her diuretick ſtrains. 
Sefoſtris-like, ſuch Charioteers as theſe 

May drive ſix harneſt Monarchs, if they pleaſe, 
They drive, row, run, with love of Glory ſmit, 


Leap, ſwim, ſhoot flying, and pronounce on Wit. 


Oer the Belle: lettre lovely Daphne reigns; 
Again the God Apollo wears her chains. 11 
With legs toſt high on her Sophee ſhe ſits, | ; Wy 


. . ” 11 Ee 
Vouchſafing audience to contending Wits ; 164 
! 


Ot each performance ſhe's the final teſt ; \ 
One Act reado'er, ſhe propheſies the reſt; 5 
and then pronouncing with deciſive air, 1 
Fully convinces all the town-—ſhe's fair, 
Had lovely Daphne Hecateſſa's face, 
How would her elegance of taſte decreaſe ? 4 
Some Ladies judgment in their features lyes, 1 
And all their Genius ſparkles from their Eyes. | i 
But hold, ſhe crys, Lampooner ! have a care: 
Muſt I want common ſenſe, becauſe I'm fair? 
O no: ſee Stella, her Eyes ſhine as bright, 
As it her tongue was never in the right; 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 


She ſeems inſpir'd, and can herſelf inſpire; 
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How then, (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publiſh, and could ſhe forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to Senſe, 

Nor is't a ſanction for Impertinence. 


Semproiia lik d her man, and well ſhe might, 
The youth in perſon, and in parts was bright; 
Poſſeſt of every virtue, grace, and art, 

That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart. 
He met her paſſion, all her Gghsreturg'd, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd, 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own; 
Their bliſs the theme, and envy of the town, 


The day was fixt ; when with one acre more 


In ſtept deform'd, debaucht, diſeas'd threeſcore. 


The fatal ſequel I thro' ſhame forbear. 


Of pride, and av vice who can cure the Fair? 


Man's rich with little, were his judgment true, 


Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 


Thoſe few wants anſwer'd bring ſincere delights, 


But fools create themſelves new appetites. 
Fancy and Pride ſeek things at vaſt expence, 
Which reliſh nor to reaſon, nor to ſenſe. 
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When furſeit, or unthankfulneſs deſtroys 

In nature's narrow ſphere our ſolid joys, 

In fancy'sairy land of noiſe, and ſhow, 

Where nought but dreams, no real pleaſures grow, 
LikeCatts in air-pumps, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive 

On joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 


Lemira's ſick, make haſte, the Doctor call: 
He comes: but where's his Patient ? at the Bu! 
The Doctor ſtares, her Woman curt'ſics lose 
And crys, © my lady, Sir, is a ways ſo. 
Diverſions put her maladies to flight; 

* True, ſhe can't ſtand, but ſhe can dance all night. 
« Pveknown my lady (for ſhe loves a Tune) 
For fevers take an Opera in June. 

« And tho' perhaps you'll think the practice bold, 
A midnight Park is ſovereign for a Cold. 
With Collicks, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 
With indigeſtions, ſupper juſt at three.” 

A ſtrange alternative! replies Sir Hg, 

Muſt women have a Doctor, or a Dance? 

Tho ſick to death, abroad they ſafely roam, 

But droop and die in perfect health a: heme. 

For want. but not of health, are Ladies il, 


And Tickets cure beyond the Dofor's-Bill, 
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Alas! my heart, how languiſhiogly fair 
Yon Lady lolls? with what a tender air? 
Pale as a young dramatick author, when 
O'er darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 
Is her Lord angry, or has * Vinychid? 
Dead is her father, or the mask torbid ? 
Late ſitting up hasturn'd her roſes white” 
Why went ſhe not to bed ? « becauſe twas night: 
Did ſhe then dance or play? ©* nor this nor that.” 
Well, night ſoon ſteals away in pleaſing chat. 
No, all alone, her Pray rs ſhe rather choſe, 
Than be that wretch to ſlcep till morning roſe.” 
Then lady Cynthia, Miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes, with the taſhionable Owls to bed. 
This her pride covets, this her health denies; 
Her ſoul is ſilly, but her body's wiſe, 


Others with curiousarts dim charms revive, 
And triumph in the bloom of fifty five. 
You in the morninga fair nymphinvite, 
To keep her word a brown one comes at night; 
Next day ſhe ſhinesin gloſly black, and then 
Revolves into her native red agen. 
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Like a Dove's neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 
And is her oven dear rival in your arms, 


But one admirer has the painted laſs, 
Nor finds that one but in her looking- glaſs. 
Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuch excels, 
That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſetheleſs:; 
To deck the female cheek He only knows, 
Who paintsleſfair the lilly, and the roſe. 


How gay they ſmile ? ſuch bleſſings nature pours, 
O'er-ſtockt mankind enjoy but halt her ſtores; 
Indiſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 

She rears her flow'rs, and ſpreads her velvet green, 
Pure gurgling ri'ls the lonely deſart trace, 

And waſte their muſick on the ſavage race. 

Is Nature then a niggard of her bliſs? 

Repine we guiltleſ in a world like this? 

But our lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 

And painted Arts deprav'd allurement chuſe. 

Such Fulvia's paſſion for the town, treſhair 

(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair: 

Green fields, and ſhady groves, and chryſtal ſprings, 
And larks, and nigltingales, are odious things; 
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But ſmoak, and duſt, and noiſe, and crowds, delight; 
And to be preſt to death tranſports her quite. 
Where ſilver riv lets play thro flow ry meads, 
And M odbine: give their ſweets, and Limes their ſhader, 
Black kennels abſent odours ſne regrets, 
And ſtops her noſe at beds of Violets. 

Is ſtormy life prefer d to the ſerene? 

Or is the publick to the private ſcene? 
Retir d, we tread a {ſmooth and open way; 
Thro' briars and brambles in the world we ſtray, 
Stiff oppoſition, and perpleæt debate, 
And thorny care, and ran and ſtinging hate, 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of the ſoul. 
O ſacred ſolitude! divine retreat! 
Choice of the prudent! envy of the great 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial Maid: 
The genuine Offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on Earth!) are Innocence and Peace. 
There from the ways of men lay'd ſafe aſhore, 
We {mile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar ; 
There bleſt with health, with buſineſs unperplext. 
This Life we relifh, 2nd enſure the next; 
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There tod the Muſes ſport; theſe numbers free, 


Pierian Eaſtbury! I owe to thee. "4 


There ſport the Muſes; but not there alone: 
Their ſacred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
A wit hericlf, Amelia wedsa wit. 
Both wits! tho” miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, - 
Three days, three wond'rousdays! they liv'd in peace; 
With the fourth ſun a warm diſpute aroſe, 
On Dur/y's poeſy, and Bunnyan's proſe. 
Thelearned war both wage with cqual force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 


Phœbe, tho' ſhe poſſt ſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in happineſs. 
Labor iouſly purſues deluſive toys, 
Content with pains, fince they're reputed joys; 
With what wcll-a&ted tranſport will ſhe ſay, 
« Well ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday ! 
« And then that charming party for to- morrow ? 
Tho' well ſhe knows twill langaiſh into ſorrow. 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſent hour, 
So groſs that cheat, it is beyond her power, 
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For ſuch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
The preſent moment like a Wife we ſhun, 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 
Pleaſures are tew, and fewer we enjoy, 
Pleaſure, like Quicł ſilver, is bright, and coy; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt skil, 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill: 
It ſeiꝝ d at laſt, compute your mighty gains, 
What is it, but rank poy ſon in your veins? 


As Flavia in her glaſs an Angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lies; 
Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face ſo fine, 
There's no ſatiety of charms divine: 


Hence, it her lover yawns, all chang'd appear: 


Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet ſoul!) in tears. 


She fond and young, laſt weck, her wiſh enjoy'd, 


In ſoft amuſement all the night employ d, 


The morning came, when Strephon waking found 
(Surpriſing fight!) his Bride in ſorrow drown'd, 

„What miracle, ſays Stret hen, makes thee weep ? 

« Ahbarbarous Man, ſhe crys, how cou'd you... flcep? ” 
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1 
en love a Miſtreſs, as they love a Feaſ; 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taſte? 
Yet ſure there is a certain time of day, 


We wiſh our Miſtreſs, and our Meat away; 
Fut ſoon the ſat d appetites return, 
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again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn, ky . 
Flernal love let Man, then, never {wear ; 1 
Let Women never triumph, nor de/pair. 17 
Nor praiſe nor blame too much the warm or chill; 1 
Hunger, and love are foreign to the will. 1 

There is indeed a Paſſion more refin d, , 
For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the mind, wit 
But not of that untaſhionable ſet 1 
Is Phillis: Phillis and her Damon met. # | 
Eternal love exactly hits her taſte ; | 
Phillis demands eternal love at leaſt. | 
Embracing Phillis with ſoft- ſmiling eyes, f 1 
Eternal love I vow, the Swain replies, 4. 
But ay, my All! my Miſtreſs, and my Friend! l : 
What day next week the eternity ſhail end? by 


Some Nymphs prefer Aſtronomy to Love, 
lcep? ” Hope from mortal men, and range above. 
SAr. V. C The 
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The fair Philoſopher to Rowley flies, 
Where ina Box the whole Creation lies. 
She ſees the Planets in their turns advance; 
And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance. 
Of Deſagulier ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, 


And I hiſton has engagements with the fair 


What vain experiments Sophronia trys! 
Tis not in air- pumpsthe gay Colonel dies. 
But tho' to-day this rage of ſciencereigns, 
(O fickle ſex ) ſoon end her learned pains. 
Lo! Pug trom Jupiter her heart has got, 
Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is a fot. 


To .. turn, ſhe never took the height 


Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. 


She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 
While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 


Graceful to ſight, and elegant to thought, 


The great are vanquiſht, and the wiſe are taught. 
Her breeding finiſht, and her tem per ſweet, 
When ſerious, eaſy; and when gay, diſcreet ; 
In glittering ſcenes, o'er her ownheart, ſevere; 
In crowds, collected; and in courts, ſincere; 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well-underſtood, 


She takes a noble pride in doing good. 
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vet not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 
The mode ſhe fixes, by the gown ſhe wears; 
Ot Silk; and China ſhe's the laſt appeal; 


In theſe great points ſhe leads the common- weal; 


And it diſputes of empire riſe between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 

'Tis doubt! tis darkneſs! till ſuſpended fate 
Aſſumes her nod to cloſe the grand debate. 
When ſuch her mind, why will the fair expreſ: 


Their emulation only in their drgſs? 


But O! the Nymphthat mounts above the <Lje;, 


And gratis clears religious myſteries! 
Reſolv d the Church's welfare to enſure, 
And make her Family a Sine- cure. 
The theme divine at cards ſne'ſ not forget, 
But take in texts or ſcripture at piquet; 
Inthoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good, 
What Angels wou'd theſe be, whothus excel! 
In Theologicks, cou'dthey ſc as well! 
Yet why ſhou'd not the fair her text purſue ? 
Can ſhe more decently the Doctor wos? 
'Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no uſe but cha: 
Of her Religion, ſhcu'd be bar'din that. 
| C2 
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Ifaac, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 
When he has knoc kt at his own skull in vain, 
To beauteous Maycia often will repair 
Witha dark text, to light it at the fair. 
O how his pious Soulexults to find 
Such love for Holy men in womankind? 
Charm'd with her learning, with whatrapture hc 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induſtriousbee, 
Hlums round about her, and with all his power 


Fxtracts fweet wiſdom from fo fair a flower? 


The joung and gay declining, Abra flies 
It nobler game, the mighty and the wiſe; 
Py nature more an Eagle, than a Dove, 


She mpiouſly prefers the Horld to Love. 


Can wealth give happineſs? look round, and ſee 


What pay diſtreſs! what ſplendid miſery! 
Whaterer fortune laviſhly can pour 
The mird annihilates, and calls for more. 


Wealth isa cheat, believe not what it ſays, 


Like any Lord it promiſes and pays. 
low will the miſe: ſtartle to be told 


Of ſuch a wonder, as inſolvent gold? 
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What nature wants has an intrinſick weight; 
All more, 1s but the faſhion of the plate, 

Which for one moment charms the fickle view, 
It charmsus this, the next we caſt anevv, 


To {ome freſk birth of Fancy more inclin'd : 


Then weed not acres, but a noble mind. 


Miſtaken lovers who make worth their care, 
And think accompliſhments will win the fair: 
The fair tis true by Genius ſhou'd be won, 
As flow'rs unto!d their beauties to the ſun ; 
And yet in female ſcales afop outweighs, 
And wit muſt wear the willow, with the bays, 
Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy ; 
The youth of fire, that has drunk-deep, and play's, 
And kill'd his man, and triumph'd o'er his maid ; 
For him, as yet un-hang'd, ſhe ſpreads her charms, 
Snatches the dear deſtroyer toher arms; 
And amp!:y gives, (tho'treatedlongamils) 
The Man of merit his revenge in this. 

If you reſent, and wiſh a Homan ill, 


But turn her oer one moment to her will. 
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The languid lady next appears in ſtate, 

Who was not born to carry her own weight; 

Shelolls, recls, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 

To her own ſtature itts the feeble maid. 

Then, it ordain'd to ſo ſevere a doom, 

She, by juſt ſtages, journeys round the room 

But knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 

To ſcale the Alps that is, aſcend the ſtairs, 

My tan! letothers ſay wholaugh at toil; 

Fan! hood! glove! ſcarf! is her laconicł ſtyle, 

And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall, 

That Bertyratner ſees, than hears the call: 

The motion of her lips, and meaning eye 

Piece out the Idea her faint words deny. 

O liſten with attention moſt profound! 

Her voice is but the ſhadow of a ſound. 

And help! O help! her ſpirits are ſo dead, 

One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head. 

If, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 

She pants! ſhe ſinks away! and is no more. 

Let the robuſt, and the gygantick carve, 

Lite is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather ſtarye ; 

But chew ſhe mult herſelf, ah cruel fate! 


That Roſolinda can't by proxy eat. 


An 
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An Ant: /ote in temale caprice lies 
(Kind Heaven!) againſt the poy/on of their eyes. 


Thaleſtris triumphs ina manly mein, 

Loud is her accent, and her phraſe obſcene. 
In fair and open dealing where's the ſhame ? 
What nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This hozeſt {c!/ow is ſincere, and plain, 
And juſtly gives the jealous husband pain, 

(Vain is the tac to Petticoats aſſign'd, 

If wanton language ſhews a zaked mind.) 

And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 

An oath ſupplies the vacancies of ſenſe. 

Hark! che ſur ill notes tranſpierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighbouring echoes how to ſwear. 
By Fove, is faint, and for the ſimple ſwain; 
She, on the chriſtian Syſtem, is prophane. 

Put tho” the volly rattles in your ear, 

Believe her dreſs, ſhe's nota granadecr, 

If thunder's awful, how much more our dread, 
When Fovedeputes a Lady in his ſtead? 

A Lady! pardon my miſtaken pen, 

A ſhameleſs Woman is the worſt of Men. 

Few to good-breeding make a juſt pretence, 

Good-breeding is the bloſſom of good ſenſe; 


The 
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The laſt reſult of an accompliſht mind, 
With outward grace, thebody's virtue, join'd, 
A violateddecency, now, reigns; 
And Nymphs for failings take peculiar pains, 
With Indian painters modern toaſtsagree, 
The point they aimat is deformity: 
They throw theirperſons with a hoydon-air 
Acroſs the room, and / into the chair. 
So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 
They, for our manners, have exchang'd their own, 
The modeſt look, the caſtigated grace, 
The gentle movement, and ſlow-meaſur'd pace, 
For which her lovers dy d, her parents pay'd, 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 
Stiff forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 
Nor conquer Art and Nature, to be rude. 
Modern good-breeding carry to its height, 
And Lady D— ſelf will be polite. 

Yeriſing fair! Ye bloom of Britain's Iſle? 
When high-born Auna with a ſoftten'd ſmile 
Leads on your train, and ſparklesat your head, 
What ſeems moſt hard, is not to be well-bred, 
Her bright example with ſucceſs purſue, 
Andall, but adoration, is your due, 


Bud 


Bud 


C02 


But adoration ? give me ſomething more, 
Crys Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore; 
Nought treads ſo ſilent as the foot of Time: 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime, 
Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
Memento morito each publick place. 

While rival undertakers hover round, 

And with his ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 
Intent not on her own, but others doom, 

She plans new conqueſts, and defrauds the tomb 
In vain the cock has ſummon'd ſprights away, 
She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day, 
Gay rainbow ſilks her mellow charms info!.!, 
And nought of Lyce but herſelf is old. 

Her grizz'ed locks aſſume a ſmirking grace, 

And art has levelld her deep-turrow'd tace. 

Her ſtrangedemand no mortal canapprove, 
We'llask her bleſſing, but can't ask her love. 

O how your beating breaſt a Miſtreſs warm; 
\Who looks thro' ſpectacles to {ce your charms," 
She grants indeed a Lady may decline, 


All Ladies bat herſelf) at nixety- nine. 
Sat, V. 1 
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© how unlike her was the ſacred age 


Of prudent Portia ? Her gray Hairs engage, 
Whole thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline. 
Virtue's the paint that can make wrinkles ſhine, 
That, and that only can old age ſuſtain; 


Which yet all wiſh, nor know they wiſh for pain 


Not numerous are our joys, when lite is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few; 
But when we conquer lite's meridian ſtage, 

And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They drop a-pace; by nature ſome decay, 

And ſore the blaſts of fortune ſweep away; 
Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud 

We call for Death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud, 

Where's Portia now? but Portia left behind 

Two lovely copies of her form, and mind. 
What heartuntouch'd their early griet can vievy, 
Like bluſhing roſe- buds dipt in morning dew ? 
Who into ſhelter takes their tender bloom, 

A 1d torms their minds to fly from ills to come? 
The mind when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 
Drives at the mercy of the wind, and tide; 
Fancy, and paſſion toſs it to and fro, 

A-while torment, and then quite fink in woc. 
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Ye beauteous orphans! ſince in ſilent duſt 
Your belt example lies, my precepts truſt, 
Life {warms with ills, theboldeſt are atraid, 
Where then is ſafety for a tender maid ? 
Unfit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 1 
And man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of focs ! 1 
Whenkind, moſt cruel; when oblig'd the moſt, 
The leaſt obliging ; and by favours, loſt. 

Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 

And ſcorn you for thoſe ills themſelves create. 

If on your tame our ſex a blot has thrown, 
'Twill ever ſtick, thro' malice of your own, 
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Moſt hard! in pleaſing your chiet glory lies; 

And yet from pleaſing your chief dangers riſe: 

Then pleaſe the beſt: and know, for men ot ſenſe 

Your ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. 

Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 

Fright him, that's worth your love, from your embrace. 


In ſimple manners all the ſecret lies, þ 
Be Kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe, 1 
Vain ſhow, and noiſe intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddineſs, and end in pain. 4 


Affect not empty tame, and idle praiſe, 
Which, all thoſe wretchesI deſcribe, betrays, 
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Your ſex's glory tis to ſhine #nknown. 

Ot all applauſe, be fondeſt of your own, 
Beware the fever of the mind! that thirſt 
With which this age is eminently curſt. 

To drink of pleaſure but inflames deſire, 

And abſtinence alone can quench the hire, 
Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb, 


Give peace in hand, and promiſe bliſs to come. 
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